
I’he Ti»6 Noble Kinfmeni ' 

Seasna ii.E»terTbefeMt,HipglitAfEff*f^fOypfrithouii 4^^ 
fame t/ittenda»ts^,T»fks', Cttrtu, 

Smil, I/e BO ftep further. 

Will you loofe this fight? 

Emil, I had rather fee a wren hawke at a fly 
Then this decifion ev*ry;blow that falls 
Threats a brave life « each ft i oakc laoaeats 

The place whereon it fals, and founds more like 

A Belljthco blade .• I will ftay here. 

It is enough my hearing Ihall be puniftid, 

With what fhall happen, gainft the which there is 
No deaftjngj but to hears jnot taint mine eje 
With dread fights.it may ftun. 

Pir. Sir,o)y good Lord 
Yonr Sifter will no further* 

Thef. Oh fhc muft. 

She lhall fee deeds of honour in their kinde. 

Which foraetime ftiow well pencild. Nature now 
Shall make, and aA theStory, the bclcifc 
Both feald with eye,and carejyou tnuft be prefent, . 
You arethe viitours meede, the price, and garlond 
To crownc the Queftions title* 

Emil, Pardon me, 

Iflwcrcthere, Tldwinkc 
T hef. You muft be there j 
This Tryallis as t’weri’th night, and you 
The onely ftar to (hinc. 

Smil. lamextitnft. 

There is but envy in that light, which BiOwes 
The one the other: darkencs which ever was 
The dam of borrour,who do’s ftand accurft 
Of many mortall MilIions,may even now 
By cafiing herblacke mantle over both 
That neither coaid findc other, get her fclfe 
Some part of a good name, and many a murtber 
Set off wherto fhe’s guilty* 

Hip. You muft gee* 

. Emil, In faith I will not. 
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ThetpfdNobleKinfmen, 8'if 

^hef. Why the knights muft kindle 

Their valour at your cye:know of this war 
yoa are the Treafurc,and «uft needes be by 
To give the Service pay. 

Smil, Sir pardon me. 

The ty tie of a kingdomc may be tridc 
Out of it fclfe. 

Thef Well, well then, at yonr pleafarc. 

Thole thatremaine with you,could wifh their office 
To any of their Enemies. 

Bpt Farewell Sifter, 

I am like to know your husband fore your felfc 
By fame fmall ftart of time, he whom the gods 
Poe of the two know beft, I pray them he 
Be made your Lot, 

Sxeunt Thcfeus^HipoUUyVemhtmt'&h 
Smil, tyfreite is gently vifagd; yet bis eye 
It like an Engyn bent, or a Iharpc weapon 
In a loft ftieatbjmcrcy ,aod manly courage 
Are bcdfellowcs in his vifage: PsUmon 
Has a rooft menacing afpe(ft,his brow 
Is grav’d, and feemes to bury what it frownes on, 
Yetfomecime tis net fo, but alters to 
Thequallity of his thoughts; lougtimehis eye 
Will dwell upon his objc<ft. Mcllencholly 
Becomes him nobly ; So do’s Jrcites mirth. 

But P aUmens fadnes is a kinde of mirth. 

So mingled, as if mirth did make him fad. 

And fadnes, merry; thofc darker humours that 
Stickc roisbecomingly oaothcr8,oa them 
Live in fairc dwelling, 

Cgrnett.Trtmpets found M to Achttriel 
Harkc how yon fpurs to fpirit doe incite 
The Princes to their proofe, Areite may win mCf 
And yet may P aUmon wound Areite to 
ihe Ipoyling of his figure. O what pitty 
Enough for fucb a chance; if I were by 
1 night doe hurt/or they would glance their cies 
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